emotions; she was indeed as violent and uncontrolled as a
savage, and while she undoubtedly at first gave John such
affection as it lay in her nature to give, she had little or no
use for tenderness or protection, which she easily mistook
for tyranny and interference. Intelligent as she was and
capable in many ways, with a genuine appreciation of art
and music, John's work was to her a matter of no interest
and could only, in her view, be a very subsidiary considera-
tion, and indeed a matter for resentment.
Both John and I knew that she felt it to be an interference
with the agreeable aspects of life as she wished to live it.
She did not like to feel herself overshadowed by John's
established literary eminence.
She had less than no appreciation of the conditions essen-
tial to the production of creative work and was intensely
bored whenever John was immersed in it. I have reason to
believe that even after a number of years Evguenia hardly
knew the names of the characters that John had created.
Almost from the first she and John were oil and water
and their relationship, after a very brief spell of relative
peacefulness, became chiefly an affair of storms and recon-
ciliations. Nor was the situation improved when only a
few months after we came to know her Evguenia was
smitten down with what appeared to be a recurrence of the
lung trouble from which she had suffered on two previous
occasions.
In John all that was finest came at once to the surface;
all her genius for compassion and protection was concen-
trated upon a determination to restore this afflicted friend
to health. I can look back upon her patience, her endurance,
her complete selflessness with immense pride and I am thank-
ful to remember that in spite of my inevitable jealousy,
and my distress at such a disastrous interruption to her work,
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